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at the head of the Cow-gates 1760 5 


Tas _ [I. 
5 4 Mae . took my 10. 


8 through a grove I took my v way 
One morning by the break of ys 


| heard a damſel figh and fay, O | 
The man I love is gone away, Te 


The van I love | is gone away, 


Hei is a man I lov'd fo dear. | 3 W. 
For to find him I know not where, 


"Pl ſearch the world both far and near, | 
But that Fil find my deareſt dear. r. 
i; Ferse our mind to Bere one heart, An 


ED "Pas againſt our wills to part, - 5 
My ſilver looks ſhallne'er annoys _ OS [aut 


The freedom of * deafeſt Joy- i ] = 
Pr 
ge What ſtrange voice is ch I hear? I * 
I chin Rim Molly der, 


5 Had I but . I W fly to yen, ; 
See what the power of love can . Ne 


"= It N hills and mady rocks, 5 


Where ſhepherds feeds their tender flocks C | 
Il range 0 hills and valleys low, _ Fu 
_ * they were cover 8 aol wit ith now. Fe 
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"The mn 4 » Tan be my I 
T he when ſhall be my e lid, 
And there I'll lie till Steak of day, 
While harmleſs Robins * me play: 


The Arfwer, © 


0 Yes, 0 yes, O yes. 1 cry, : 
Tell me you loving ſtanders by, 
If you a wandring heart did fee, 
Which lately took is flight from me. 


The 1 1 will Ade to you, 


such hearts you'll ſay there are but few, 
Tis milder than the turtle dove, 


And round the ſame a chain of love, 


Jaſt i in che middle of this heart, | 
There ſticks a fatal golden dart. 
From whence freſh ſtreams of blood do : 


Pray did you meet this heart or no (foe! 4 5 2 N 


cu id a fatal arrow ſent, 
And forc'd it from its element, 
Or it had never gone I'm ſure, 
Great 1 the loſs which I endure! 


If you by fortune find it there) : 
Candba it home to me with care, 
And you ſhall well rewarded by * 2, 
For 1 kind 1 . 
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r 
re my heart you may OY 
-——_ the lambs in Cupid's fold, 
Tens like a captive b —— 


1 19, a boon of Cupid crave, - 


Intreat him that he'd: he ſo kind, 
As hot to keep my heart confin'd, 
Pell him what grief | undergo; 
| And how my eyes like fountains flow: 


| * 


wos Lnows but he can comfort me, 
4 May ſet my heart at liberty, | 
V Rah favour it I once obtain, 


My Heart {hall ne er be loſt again. 7 


Jus in my breaſt J ll lock it faſt, 
And there as long as life doth laſt, 

Ill keep it ſafe, po charm [|| view, 
7 Pecgule ] find what love can do. 5 


It conquers King's and güde Peers, 
3 It makes the valiant ſoul ſhed tears, 
All this and more fond love can do; 
|  PUnioa wounded beart that's 0 a 


2 * Maid lement for the fe of her m Mains |: | 
AP Wh en- bead, 4 
II. you Maidens Fair, 


I That glory in your prime; 35 
Take care and keep your gardens deu, | 


0 1 el no man 55 o_ thyme: + 
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g My thyme it is all ſpent, e N 


T he ſpink revileth the prim-roſe, 


wW 150 1 was a ot ME, fair e 
1 flouriſh'd night and 5 3 
And there came by a proper youth _ $ 
Stealt all wy thyme 1 f 


For I can plant no new... 
The very place where my thyme grew; 
And 'tis all laid o'er with rue. 50 


Stand up my little 88 
And do not me deny; 


If this young Man come not back again, 
I'm lure elo am I. why 


T he Gardener ſent his "ET'Y 
And he gave his choice of three; 


And the dane all ies 


The prim- -roſe he denied, 

It's an herb that grows. too foonz 
The tulips is over wet, 

And ws, wet full Jane. 5 


F ken folk muſt live, 
Altho' it bein pain 1 
And the Graſs that's troden Gulet feet, 

oo” time wu” riſe n 
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: Ties came a hoſt to Marg ret's 1005 ; 
| With many a grievous gron ; * O i; 


And ay he tirled at the pin, 1 
But anſwer ſhe made none. _|Giwv 


. 1. "We" my father Philip, F 
Or ist my brother Ihn? 3 
Or ist my true lbve Wil Til 
Prom Scotland new came home! e 


"Tis not thy Father Philip, SL M ˖ 
Nor yet thy brother John ; 


Bat tis thy true love Wil IAn 
From Scotland new come home. i 
0 let Marg' ret | 0 dear Marg ret! 
I pray thee ſpeak tome; _ Ha 
8 in me my faith and troth, Marg: cet, 
As I gave it to thee. 
77 N 


Thy faith 8 troth chou: 8 never get, Si 
Nor yet will I thee lend. 7 [Al 
Till that thou come within my bower 1 

be. - And kiſs 90 cheek and Hin. 


3 i ſhould come within thy bower, 
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L am n earthly. man; 5 8 "4 
And ſhould 1 kiſs thy roſy lips, | 
Thy days will not be lang. 


O ſweet Matg 'ret | O dear Marg ret 1 
II pray 5 ſpeak ſo me; 
Give me my faith and troth Marg tet, 
| As gave it to thee. 


+ ; 2 
* 3 3 d EE 3s N MY | 
* A 


Thy faith. and troth they s never get, 
Nor yet will 1 thee lend. 

Till you take me to yon k- va 

And we me with a ring. | 


My bones are ban N vor kirk-yard 
Afar beyond the ſea; _ 

And it 1s bo my ſpirit Marg' ret, 
That's now ſpeaking to thee. 


She ſtreteb'd out her 1 hite bend. 
And for to do her beſt; _ 

Hae there's your faith and troth willy, 

00d ſend thy ſoul good reſt; wy 


| Now ſhe bas kilrediher robes of green, IS 
A picee below her knee, 
And a' the live lang winter-night, 


The dead rat follow'd ſhe, 


15 there i; room at your head Willy? 
Or any rooh at your feet? 
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Fuel no't room at my bead Marg ret; 


0 1 my ly ct; FOR 
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5 that X _ ereop . 
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There's no toom at my feet; 


5 There's no room at my ſide Marg ret, 


1 Eon +0 made fo _ 


7 Then up EY: bien this ks rat cock, 


And up then crew the gray; 


Tie time, tis time, my dear Marg ret. 


1 1 hat 70 were going, age! 


Ns! more the gon to Margret . 


But. with a zrievous groan, . 


5 Evioith' d in a cloud oO... L [et 


12 left her all as.“ 5 : #64 
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The conſtant Marg'ret cry'd 3 


an grew her cheeks, che clos' d ber ben, 
N d her ſoft 1 "Waal 
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